The Brttrie vf 

!« ffi breake the pate on thee, I am a vcric villaine, come 3c be han»J I 

’ haft no faith in thee? 

I G4ds‘hiS. 

' i Gadjhitl, Good morrow Carriets,wbal’s a clocke? 

jj C«r. Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

^ Gad. I prelhcc lend me thy Unternc, to fc ray gelding in (),( 

! flable. 

y-: I Nay by God foft , Iknow aukkeworth twooftliii 

I faith* 

Cad, Iprethee lend me thine. 

5 2 ^ar. I,when, canft tell? IcmfmcthyIaBtcrne(quoihhf) 

I marry He fee the hangd firft. 

r Sirra Carrier, what time doc jmnicane to conic to] 

London.^ 

2 ^ar. Time enou|h to go to bed with a candle , 1 warrant 

i thee.Gomcncighbour Mugs, wec’IecallvpthcGentlcuien, they 

f will along with company, for they haue greatcharge. 

Enter Chamberlauie, Exemu •, 

|;; Cad. Whatho:Chainberiaine« 

I chant. Athand quoth picke puif& 

gad. That’s ciien as faire,as at hand quoth the Chamber!ain« 
fevthou varieftno more f.om picking of puefes, ihengiuingdi* 
rc£)ion,doth ftom labouringrtnoulayeft the plot how, 

; Cham. Good morrow mafter Gadftiill,it holds currant thatl 
I i told you yeftcr night, there’s a Franckelin in the wildc of Kent 
bath brought three hundred markes with him in gold, I bearil 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper , a kinde of 
' ' Auditor, one that^hath abundance of charge too , God knowet 
: what,theyarevpalready, and call for egges and butter, they will 

• awayprelcntly. 

, 1 Cad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, He giut 
> thee this nccke. 

I Cham. Nojllenoncofit, Tpraythcekeepe thatfortbehang* 
inaij^ for 1 know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholas , as truly a» 
man offallhood may, 

ga. What talkeft thouto me of the h.ingman ? if I haBg,lk 
‘ makea&tpaireofgallowesiforif I hang,oldfir lohnhsingswiili' 

' me, and'thouknoweftheeis noftaruclmg ; tut, there are oth t 

^ .-vTroikf ■ 


EeHriethefenrth. 

Troian arerm-nnolofi ihe nhithfot fport fake are 

'»mer.eeodolBeprofe(rioi.,rome grace, .hat wo..U{ifroatw^ 

fliouldbclooktinto) for their owne credit fake make all whole, 
I am iovned with no footcland rakers , no long-ftaffe fixpennie 
ftrikers' none of thefe mad muftachio purple hewd maltworms, 
but with nobilitie,and tranquillity,Burgomafters 5c great Oney- 
ers fuchascanhold infuch as will flrikefooner then fpeake, and 
fpeake fooncr then drinkc.and drinkc fooner then pray, and yet 
(Zounds)! lie, fot they pray continually to their faint the Coro- 
mon.weallh, or rather not pray to her, but pray on her, for they 
ride vp and downc on her, and make her their bootes. 

What, the Common wealth their bootcs.'will Ibe liold 
out water in foule way? 

Gad. She will, (he will, iuftice hath liquord her : we ftealc as in 
acaftle cockfure : we haue thc reccitc of Fernefeede, wee walke 
inuifible. 

C'ham. Nay,by my ftith, I thinke you are more behoidingt*^ 
^cnightthen to Ferncleed, for your walking inuilible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou (halt liauc a (hare in our purchafe 
as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it,as you arc a falle theefir, - 

Gad. Gbto,^«m«isa common iiamctoaIlmen:bidtheoft!er 
bring my gelding out of the ftablc,farcwcll,ye muddy knaue. 

Enter ‘Pr$nce,ToiHet,and'Peto,&e. 

’Eein. Come fheltcr,flieltcr, I haue remooued FalftalfFs horft,, 
and he frets like a gum’d Veluet, • 

EriM. Stand clofe. Enter Faijialffe. 

Talf. Poyncs.Poyne$, and be hangd Poyncs. 

Prince. Peaccye fat-kidneyd rafcall , what a brawling doeft 
thou keepe? ® 

Fatf. What Poynes, Hal? 

ym. Heis walktvptothe fop ofthehiII,Tlegofeckehim. 

Jaraaccurftto^r^^ companic, the rafcall 

bath remooued my horfe, and tycd him I know not where. if I 
traucll but fcni-e. u. •‘•‘^-Viicfurthcrafoote.Khall breaks 

: but to die a faire death for all 


,, n L r V * ™ow not w here, it 1 

traucll butfourefoote by tbefquircfurthcrafoote.Ilhall breaks 

Hii», «ircapehangingforkiHingih.t;ogue,lhau;- F.>tfwome 
l«scoBpa„yhourelyai,amcih.i,xij,y1 ''Mome 
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